390     THE MEMOIRS OF THE BARON DE MARBOT
The tumbrils being safely out of the way, and the danger over the marshal, with the infantry brigade, advanced to the centre of the town. Having reached this point, and wishing to make the quarters which he had already captured secure against any renewed attack, he followed the Spanish practice, and occupied all the windows in the principal streets. After this prudent arrangement, the marshal ordered that the column should continue its route towards the bridge, and ordered me to inarch at the head and guide it. I obeyed, though it seemed a difficult task, for I had never been in Eatisbon before, and, naturally, did not know the streets.
As the town belonged to our ally, the King of Bavaria, it might have been expected that the inhabitants would be sufficiently  devoted to our cause to point out the  way to the   bridge;   but  they were too frightened  to  come out, and. we did not see one.    All the doors and windows were shut, and we were in too great a hurry to drive them in, for at every cross-road appeared groups of Austrians who retreated firing.    The only retreat open to the enemy was across the bridge, and I thought that I might get there by following them, but there was so little concerted action among the Austrians that most of the squads of sharpshooters who were posted in front of us took flight at our approach in different directions.    As I was thus lost in the labyrinth of unknown •streets, with no idea of the direction that the column should take, suddenly a door opened, and a young woman, pale and with wild eyes, came flying towards us, crying, ' I am French, save me!'   It was a Parisian milliner in business at Ratisbon, who, fearing that, as a Frenchwoman, she might be ill-treated by the Austrians,  had, as soon as she heard the sound of Trench voices, come to throw herself headlong into the arms of her compatriots.    At sight of her a bright idea flashed into my   mind.     c Do you know where the bridge is ?' said I. L Certainly.'    c Show us the way, then.'    £ Great Heavens! In tlie middle of this shooting ?    I am frightened to death already, and was going to ask you to let me have some soldiers to defend my house.    I am going back this moment/    cVery sorrjr, but you will show us the bridge before you go back.ch attack would fail that he had not even placed a sentry outside the archway to let him know what was going on, so he was thunderstruck at seeing us come up in his rear.
